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After the tragic death of John Amu- -
bury, hla prymratetl wife, one of Amer- -
lia'a heaullca. dica. At her death
rmrVKHor Srlllitr. hii uuent of the Inter
ests, klilnups her heuiitlful ,l

hahv cirl iimi liNnus her un in a Duratl ae
whi r iie sees no man, hut thinks she is I you didn't really have It. You made
iimam iv .iiiki-io- mil mihiiui. ner njr
her mission to reform the world. At the
nice rf elKliteen she In suriitenly thruat In-

to the woricl, where ruTentH of the Intereats
ar reaily to pretend to find her. Fifteen
yearn later, while In the Adlrnmlueka.
T.mmy la the firm to meet ('elestla as
she omea from her paradise; neither
recoKitliea the other. Tommy rein-lie-

I'll, 1.11,1 from milliter. They hide In the
mnuntaliiK. Later Stllllter sets Celeaila
hark, and taking her to New York plaeea
her In llcllevlcw hospital, where her aunltv
U pn-- il Hemming to Kt her, he llnda
she haa left with Tommy, who lonea her
In New l ora. hut flnila her next day liv-
ing with the I'oiirIhb family. Hp followa
Celcstai ti a factory, where ahe adilrenaea
the worker. A fire hreaks nut and Tom-
my saws her. relent la uttenda a fashlun- -

ahli hull at ltarelay'a home. Rhe at onea
necomea t no center or attraction.
acripia her message In a manner that
greatly pleas, a the Triumvirate, (the la
aent to the mlnea to aettlo a strike: there
Mie saves Tommy rrom oeine Ivnehed
The nifnerH haw planned nn attark uon
the Mtorkaile. Kohr having hoped for thta
la well (.r.pared. That night Celeatla
vlalts the Mtorkaile and apeak to Kehr'a
men, causing mem to turn against him
Kehr h,ia her lurked un In the mornltiir
hut wlih Tommy's help hn eaeapea ant
Bpeann u me minora. I Miring one of thea-
nuiireaaiH .Mary Hlaekatnne, who la In
love with Tommy, arrlvoa In the minimitown, and after displaying a string of
vniuanie parm to mra. (iiinailorr. an c t
her ni l In a pint to put an untimely end
to (Yl.isilu. gillllicr. jealous, heglna to use
ma hypnotic power over Celeatla treacher
ously.
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CHAPTER' XXII.

And at that moment there was a
sound of footsteps Just outBldo the
tont. The feet which made the sound
belonged to Freddie the Ferret. With
his usual good lurk he appeared to
have arrived In the very nick of time
Professor Stllllter was not at that
time to receive the kiss for which his
greedy mouth was waiting

"Woke up!" he said In a disgusted
Tolce.

Celestla put her hands to her eyes,
woke, and couldn't remember Just
wbat had been said

"J think I'm too tired to talk," she
aid.

"So I see," snld Stllllter, as Fred
die entered the tent. "Better rest,
then."

And the psychologist withdrew,
quite snne again mid rather badly
frightened. An open-flappe- tent was
certainly no place for making love
by violence; yet for a moment the
cautious man had lost all thought of

and all fear of conse
quencea.

It was on the afternoon of the next
day that Harclny, Sturtevant and
Semmes came to Bitumen with
whole trainloiid of capitalists, and bid
dable men expert In politics. The en
tire town almost the entire town
ship wns at the station to meet them
Swaying and tottering above the heads
of the crowd were all sorts of ban
ners and transparencies, variously In
scribed and emblazoned.

Vote for the New Constitution
Kehr for Senator.
Every Citizen a Stockholder.
Dividends Instead of Taxes.
From the station to the stockade,

dow wide open, and shorn of Its war
like barbarities, the crowd marched
When the head of the procession came
near the tents of Celestla, set back
from the road on a little knoll. It
halted, and every man bared his head
and began to shout her name. The
shouting brought her presently to the
door of the main tent a slender, girl
Ish figure all In white, who waved to
her followers and adorers a white and
lender hand.
Even at that distance her effect up

on them was magical. Throats grew
hoarse with shouting. Then she
backed from their sight Into the, big
tent, after nna Inst win nf that hand.

thev. thev
ut

speak "Olostla
form

lowed her now withdraw from their
eight, and, after one more minute of
shouting they up the march once
more, and went roaring toward the
stockade late strikers, late strike- -

women and all wild now,
with excitement and enthusiasm the
two most contagious diseases In tho
world.

Celestla stood meanwhile In the cen
ter of the big tent; and she too was
'.rem hi lug with excitement and en
thusiasm and the sense of personal

And she looked so young
" Innocent, and that for
a the frown faded Tom
my Barclay's and the

nis heart.
"un, Tommy," Celestla, you

It ull now, will you? You'll
be somen here in the where I
can Bee jour face, when I stand up
to speak, won't

"It goes to my heart," said Tommy,
"to aee happy their love
you. But I can't cu to the stockade
to be a face In the trowd. I'm afraid
things might go to luy head."
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mind," said Tommy, "that if you aald
the word thoy would march on Wash
Ington and try to pull the president
out of the White House. hoped
against hope. I've seen your power,

that you bad it, and hoped that

a little mark on the great city of New
York, you will go on the wave
of your triumph here and sweep It off
Its aa you have swept Bitumen
If you go to the stockade and
yourself once more to crazy peo
ple and apeak to them you will start
a campaign or revolution that will
sweep a sufficiently sane country off
its I see you floating from city
to city and village to village In
your special train, wlnulng all hearts,
persuading all minds, and spreading,
aa I think, upon my honor, the seeds
of national disaster. In the name of
all that Is most sacred to you, Celestla,
stop while there Is still Speak
to tltoso people If you must, but tell
them that you have beon deceived
that you are the plaything of capital,
and they have boon deceived;
wash your hands of politics and soph
istries; step down; resign. In the
image of all tbut Is nobie and flue, you
have created a monster. Don't breathe
the final breath of life Into that mon
ster and bring it to life a Frauken

that even you can never bops
to control once it gets on Its feet, and

to think murderous thoughts,
If you go to the meetlug in the stock-
ude you will bring this monster to life.
Have you no fear of the conse
quences ?

that

said

I've

She shook her head primly, but with
little sadness.
"Celestla," he said, "back of these

tents the woods run to the hills, tho
hills to the mountains. Will you
come?"

For a It tbut she
hesitated. Then she a deep
breath and stiffened her spine.

"I believe," she said gently, "that
God sent me to do what I have done
and what 1 am going to do."

"I know that you believe aald
Tommy. "If I didn't know that you
believed, I shouldn't let you go to the
stockade."

"You couldn't hold mo forover."
He the back of his hand across

his eyes, as if to Bhut out some hor-rlbl-

Irene.
"No," ha said, "I hold you

forever. They would come and take
you away from me. I should have
you would have to be so that you
couldn't speak to them any more."

She came close to him and lifted her
hands to his shoulders, and looked up
into his a pitiful little figure,
shrinking and frightened.

You couldn't have the heart,
my not me no matter how wicked
you thought I was."

"I couldn't," said Tommy, "thinking
that you are a misguided angel of
light. No, I couldn't. . . . Well,

God knows I wish I had your
eloquence and power upon hearts.
You won't find everybody on your side.
You'll find many abler men than
talking and writing you, and
trying save this country from mnd
ness. I oh, I love you so that I feci
as If my heart was breaking. And to
think that I can't even wish you good
luck.

"There's the motor fer me now,1
said Celestla. "I know you wish
me luck, but you could kiss me If you
wanted to.

Those who had her speak be
fore often sold that she had never
spoken so well as on that day at tho

with the exception of lust
the first few moments, when sho
seemed to be a dated and
nervous. W hen she had finished and

there swaying like a lily, and
flushed with a sense of nobility of
power and pandemonium

And because knew she broke loose
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and substance Barclay,'
they bellowed, at first In a kind of
syncopated roar, then In unison, and
finally with a rhythm that drove men
half wild with the desire to be In

breakers, capitalists, politicians, men, tlme w,th u- - ni that actually made
children,

triumph.
beautiful,

forehead, ache

appeared

stockade,

triumph,

"Barclay

some of the buildings In the enclosure
sway.

"Barclay Barclay we want Bar
clay; Barclay for president Barclay

Barclay."
Thus the boom was launched. Bar

clay rose from his place on the plat
form, wa'ked straight up to Celestla,
took her right hand In his and lifted
it to his lips. Then he turned, stand
ing on her right hand and faced the
shouting and the tumult. There was
no smile of triumph In his face, only a
look of grim, bulldog determination
and probity.

After a long time they let hlra
speak. And after he had spoken they
went wild again.

"I will do what a man may," ha
said, In a voice that carried to the
most remote pair of ears, "to make
the wishes that you do mo the honor
of wishing, come true. If I am electod
president. I will make these Unitedr . ... Vionrnr " ant 1 ColooH. "..j . .. .....r, -- -- -- ..v., .uu nicies into a nt naDitallon ror men

ow I'm not so happy. and women and little children. So
"Mttr people are In such a state of help me God!"

THE NEWS

A little later Barclay's Secretary
stole away to the telegraph station
and sent a message. An hour later
the Inhabitants of Bitumen, dispersed
now, and for the moat part drunk,
were electrified by the spectacle of a

now-wblt- e train of cars that pulled
slowly Into the station, and was then
backed on to a Biding. '

Celestla transferred her few be-
longings from her tent to the rear car
of this train. The car ahead was for
Stllllter and certain other managers
and advisers. The next car was the
office car. The one ahead of that was
for a chosen body of select, able and
pampered correspondents.

CLOVIS

The snow-whit- e train pulled out of
Bitumen and the whirlwind campaign
Degan.

CHAPTER XXIII.

Other trains were making whirl
wind tours of these United States.
Not every capitalist was on the side
of capital. A badly frightened and
very able man In the White House
was fighting for his political life. Into
the arena there came at last a drib
bling of genuine patriots, who. like
their forefathers, were ready to give
for their country their lives, their for
tunes, and their sacred honor.

It wasn't all smooth ailing, by any
moans. Still no new movement bad
ever made such progress In so short
a time, and the end was not In Bight
nor the beginning of the end.

A man gaining In strength from day
to day, among those who stood for tho
old order of things, and opposed Co-

lestia, was Tomny Barclay. He had
great rervm quality or honesty

which no one could doubt, and he had
a look on his face, very lean now from
short nights, hard work, and the con
stant buffettngs of trains, of a young
hero who has set himself to do to
doath a dragon that Is ravaging a
countryside. With experience and
practice had come quick Initiative In
emergencies, ease, and .the better con
trol of a naturally fine and

voice.
His triumphs were many. His

downfalls came when he crossed
Colostia's path too closely. If she
was speaking by chance In the same
town at the same time, ho would, have
no more of an audience than he could
have counted on the fingers of his
hands. If he followed her too closely
he spoke to deaf and unsympathetic
ears.

"The crime of the ages," said one
rough miner, who was suffering from
too much heart, too much whisky and
too little mind, "you great big, whist-Un- ',

thunderln' boob, did you ever set
eyes on the lady?"

And Tommy to Ms horror had failed
to find an answer to that question
anywhere In his brad, and had stam
mered and become tongue-tied- , and
been bored, and had done harm to a
cause, which, so fanatical he had be-

come, at this time, seemed to mean
life and death to him.

In exalted momonta he felt that he
had crushed the love of Celestla out
of his heart.

Once, In a little northern town,
standing on an Improvised rostrum of
packing cases, and In the midst or
addressing a largo crowd of quiet,
sensible people, who appeared to like
him, and to like what he said, It was
Tommy's bad fortune to have Celes-
tla arrive from icr snow-whit- e car
and steal his audience away from him.
Ills "sea of upturned faces" became

pool, with more than half the faces
turned away to try and seo what all
tho excitement was about rurther
down the street, and everybody get
ting mora and more restless and

A suddon tremendous cheer
ing took the rest or Tommy's audi
ence away rrom him on the run. with
the exception of one young woman
who wore a thick brown veil and was
hair concealed by the sten or an elm,

For a moment or two Tommy did
not seo her. His eyes were on the
backs and twinkling legs or his fast
disappearing audintice, and there was
a amllo on his face, half rueful resig
nation and hair amusement. He did
not notice the woman until she called
attention to herseir by speaking.

"Don't stop," sho said; "they haven't
all gone. It Isn't fair to me. I've
come a long way to hear you."

With an exclamation or pleasure
Tommy leaped down rrom his rostrum
and ran to greot her. "Why, Mary
Blackstone," he exclaimed, "what the
dickens are you doing way down
here?"

I told you I came to hear you
speak. You are getting to be rather
famous, you know, and I thought It
was my duty her eyes sparkled un
dor the veil to hear you at least once.'

'Well." said Tommy, smiling back,
"you missed all the good parts."

They turned and walked aoward tho
little city park.

What are you really doing In this
far away place, Mary? You didn't
do all that traveling Just to hear me
talk through my hat, did you?"

No, I didn't, really; and you didn't
really talk through your hat. I came

a matter of fact to tell you some
thing I think you ought to know."

They rea hed the little park, chose
a bench, and sat down.

You'll promise not to let anyone
know you got the story from me.

"I'll promise that, of course."
'Of course." said Mary, "If Mr. Bar

clay la the next president It will be a
great thing ror his friends, among
whom be has told me so many tlmca
to include myself that I have ended by
believing him. It would be a great
thing for me.'

"It would be a sorry thing for the
country."

"I'm not so sure of that He doesn't
think so."

"1 credit him with the utmost sin-

cerity, but with absolute luck of po

litical vision. If they pass the new
constitution, and my father once gets
In the saddle, only death will get him
out His successor would be a man of
bis own choice, and we should have
ceased to be a free people."

"We should have begun to be an ef
ficient people."

"It 1b better to be free."
"That Is a matter of opinion, and

anyway it's neither here nor there at
the moment, it he Is elected It will
be a great thing for me, won't It?'

"You would have more position and
power.

"Well, I'm willing to forego that
I'm willing, if you like, to say that it
Is better to be free than efficient; bet
ter to be poor voluntarily and un-
washed, than rich and clean by force,
There, I admit all that. What do you
ininit or the political prospects?'

I think," said Tommy, solemnly,
"that the election depends on Celestla.
If she can reach enough peo-
ple before she breaks down from
overwork, she will elect her pres
iacat and her congress. I've seen
this over and over. We send
our best men to a place, they make a
good Impression, show the people the
fallacies In Celestla's gospel of pros
perlty and happiness, and then, hav
ing laid a good foundation of sanity
and honesty, along comes Celestla and
weeps the place off its feet, and in

twenty minutes undoes the work of
a dozen good men."

"Hut people dou't reully swallow her
assertion that she was sent from heav
en for the especial purpose of running
a political campaign?"

Many swallow It. She does herseir.
you know. And hers is no political
campaign, It s revolution."

if her faith In herseir could be
shattered?"

'How It? The best detectives
In the world have been working on her
origin. No clue leuds anywhere. If
she doesn't come from heaven, where
does she come from?"

"She comes," said Mury, "out or the
heart of a gigantic conspiracy."

She Is no conspirator."
'Unconsciously only. Tommy, where

the detectives huve failed, 1 haven't. I
know all about Celestla who she
was, where she went to, where she
comes from, and where she's going!"

uolng? exclaimed Tommy, In such
a voice that a pung of jealousy shot
through Miss Blackstonc's heart.

"Many ignorant people," Bald she.
"actually believe that Celestla Is di
vine and descended from heaven. Ab
her beauty fades and hor voice loses
its power, ir, in some way she should
show herseir human marry have a
child the belief of those people would
turn Into disbelief. But, If having
seated the new government firmly,
she should vanish In the heyday of

,.., V,i.r lii'vi

V linn

Gunsdorfs

her beauty, Innocence and power van
ish as as she appeared
more than hair the nation will end by
believing that she was truly the Daugh
ter of God. Believe Tommy, the
powers that produced at the right
time aren't going to her grow old
and She will go back to
heaven. And a nation believe
that the government she gave It was
derived from God must right."

"Do you mean they would murder
her?"

could

calmly as you would murder a
mosquito."

"This Is frightful!" exclaimod Tom-
my, jumping to his feet.

"I haven't told you who she Is."
"True. You haven't."
He sat down again.
"Profrsor Stllllter." Bald Mary, "se--

lectod ber as a perfect specimen of
childhood. She was kidnaped and
brought In a great
system of caverns somewhere in the

"But she would remember."
"No other child has ever been

brought up as she was. From the mo
ment they kidnaped her she was kept
In a state hypnosis. Sho was taught

hypnotic suggestion. The caves in
which she was brought up seemed vast
to her bb space Itself. Bright angels

to come and go. Through the
caves Is the only access to a
mountain top. There she could exer
cise In the fresh air unseen by any-
one. Her physical life was just as real
as yours or mine; hor mental life was
nothing but dreams, and
Imaginings. Stllllter was hor teach
er, and one other man."

"What man?" asked Tommy.
"His name doesn't matter. Just

fore it was time to bring her to earth,
he well, they caught him trying to
make her kiss him, and since
then he's been dead.

'Hor memory tells her of no physi
cal or wants, only of a wonderful

ineffable disembodied serene state of
happiness and holiness. There was

a voice to which bowed down In

worship. That voice told her at last
that she must descend to earth and
do aa she has done."

"What an story!" ex-

claimed Tommy, "but incredible."
"No," said Mary, "not In the least;

extraordinary, if you like; but not in-

credible You don't know Stllllter.
Her name before they took her to

heaven and named ber Celestla was
pluin Amesbury."

At that name a host of old and poig-

nant recollections flooded Tommy's
mind. For the second time he sprung
to his teet.

"My God,' he cried, "my llttlo Ames-bur-

girl. Of course she is. A hun-

dred times I've been on the verge uf

that knowledge and because it
was impossible that she should be

the definite knowledge never reully
came to me. For heaven's sake!

"Now do you believe me?" asked
Mary, coldly.

"I must Mary. But did you
find this out?"

"It doesn't matter. I wormed It out
of somebody. Now what will you do'."

I'll go down to Celestla and tell
her about herself, and shake her faith
in herself."

You'll need proofs."
think so? I'm not sure. Are

there any?"
"I cun't produce any. But "

"But what?"
"Well, it might be a good thing If

you could locate the cavo. That's
the only thing 1 cuti think of offhand."

Tommy fell into a brown study,
Then he Said:

"Mary, wbut Is ycur motive in tell
ing mo all this?"

"Perhaps I don't want Mr. Barclay
elected. Perhaps I dislike Celestiu s i

much that I want her to bu humbled
even at my own expense). Tho motive
doesn't matter."

Mary's motive in making the
foregoing revelation to Tommy was
not entirely clear even to herself.
Above all things sho wuntcd to be
rid of Celestla. The promise of a
fortune In peurls to the person who
brought her definite word of Celestlu's
definite elimination from mutidatio

hud not borne fruit. Now Mary
thought that a collapse or Celestlu's
power over men, through a shaking of
her fill tli in herseir, might produce
definite results. Celestla, on learning
that she was not a divine being but
a raker, would become not only value-
less to the arclicnnspirators, hut a
stern and awful menace to their plans.
They would succeed swiftly and
out mercy where Mrs. UiniHilorf had
failed.

It wasn't for want of trying that
Mrs. Gunsdorr had failed. It wasn't

' w
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because her spirit was weak or her
arm nerveless, nor because the knife
which she carried In her stocking
wasn't long enough old sharp enough
for her purpose. Advantageous op
portunities for doing the murder and
escaping undetected were rare. She
had had but one, for Celestla was so
surrounded and guarded as a rule that
she was hard to come at. Mrs. Guns
dorr had only had one good chance,

had only failed then because she
had been so foolish as to look Celestla
in the eyes, and the power to do the
wicked deed had been stricken from
her. '

how

You

real

with

She

She didn't have money enough to
track Celestla all over the country.
(Mary should have provided for this.)
Hut she bad done her best

Now another excellent opportunity
aeemed to offer.

CHAPTER XXIV.

Celestla's snow-whit- e train, practic
ally deserted, occupied the Biding. It
would be taken off at midnight, and
run slowly so as to arrive nut too
early In the chief city or the North
woods.

Mrs. Gunsdorr chose a moment when
no one seemed to be looking, and
boarded Celestla's own car at the ob-
servation end. She knew the room
in which Celestla slept, and entered
It. There was a three-quarte- r bed
In white enamel, a bureau ditto, an
arm chair, and a door ajar, that dis-
closed the bath room. The little suite
fulrly dazzled with Its cleanness and
Its whiteness. If there Is anything In
contrast. It was a wonderful setting
for a bloody crip e.

The room offered only one hiding
place. Mrs. Gunsdorf knelt, flattened
herself to the Moor and crawled un
der the bed.

As always, an orating crowd fol
lowed Celestla to ber car, or, as on the
jrmit occasion, surrounded ber to It.

Besloe vrofessor Stllllter, she walked
among them, talking with gentle

to those nearest her. When
she mounted the stepB of her car they
cheered her to the echo. She had to
show herseir several times and make
llttlo speeches before they finally dis-

persed and went about their business.
Tommy Burclay alone remained. He

mounted the steps of the car and
knocked on the glass of the door. Pro-

fessor Stllllter opened It.
"Could I see Celestla a minute?"
"I'm afraid not. She's dead tired.'
Hut Celestla had heard Tommy's

voice and came out of her stateroom,
where she hnd gone to lie down.

"I'm not too tired," she called, "and
I'd tike to see him."

"But only for a minute," cautioned
Professor Stllllter. and then, with
Hceming reluctance, he withdrew and
closed behind the door of the passage
that led past the staterooms to the
dining-roo- end of the car. But the
professor went no farther. Having
closed the donr, he applied bis car to
a hole that he hnd bored In it for Just
such occasions as this, and listened.

"I'm sorry," Celestla was saying,
"that I hud to steul your audience
inuty from you. It would have been
more sportsmanlike to let you finish
speuklui! and tlicn to have tried to
Mtenl their hearts and minds away
from you. Wouldn't It?"

"Yes,'' said Tommy, slowly, "I think
It would. Miss Amesbury."

Behind his r Professor Stllllter
started s if someone had stuck a
knife in liini.

"Why Miss Amesbury?" asked Cr
lestia.

"Ilecause It's your real name. I

knew yos when you were a buby. We
were great friends. Then you went
away. My tuthi-- said you hud gone
to heaven so you hud, but only to a
place that you were tuught to believe
was Ik liven. Then you cume to earth

and I've recognized you. I wonder
I didn't before. But I do now. There's
no mistake possible."

"What utter nonsense are you up
to no?"

'Sometiny-- little girls wear socks
and chubby brown legs. Tho little
AiiR'Hhury girl hud a little round mole
just under her left kneo."

"So have I," said Celestla, "what of
It?"

'Why this mun Stllllter," said-
Tommy, "who kidnaped you when you
were n kiddle, has tuught you to thluk.
by mental siif.'t;cstlon, that you are
what you think you are, Inslend of Just
a lovely girl of ficsh and blood like
tho rest of us."

She shook her head and murmured
something ub tit "nonsense." but there
was something so earnest and con
vincing in I ho young mini's voice and
manner that what he said could not
but shock and dlstruct her.

'I'm sure you believe this, Tommy;
but it's quite out of the question. I re-

member ir.y heaveily home as If I
hud left It yesterday."

"You remember a mental conditl.in.
not a physical reality."

There was a short pause. Then,
What yuu'vo said om;ht not to bother

me at all," suid Celestla. "1 dou't
know why you say It, or why you think
it's true, but please don't argue with
me about it now. I'm so tired that I'd
almost like to believe It myself."

I'rolessor Ktilllier pricked up his
'urs at that, for he knew very well

wanting to believe a thing lives next
door to believing It. If Celestiu could
be iiinde to believe what Tummy had
told her. her influence would be at un
end. .She would have to be got rid of.
The professor tn mblcd. The trlumvlr-ut- o

would be for putting her under-
ground. So would he; but he would bo
for putting her, not In the grave, but
back in those vnst caverns whence
she cume, and where ho, who had
power over her, could visit her at Ilia
convenience.

He wanted the woman more than
the triumph of Unit tuuso in whose In-

terest he had trained her so painstaki-
ngly tor so muny years.

Let her believe. Ho might be will-
ing to help convince her. He wasn't
sure.

"If," suid Tommy, "1 can bdow you
their cavo If 1 can find It then would-yo-

believe?"
"I don't know," said Celestla. "I ra

so tired. Please don't talk to me about
It now." Then she smiled at him and
said: "It's a wonderful Invention,
though. Kind the cave first and them
talk to me."

"Celestla don't
lleve?"

you want ti be--

Then Professor Stllllter beard a
sound that almost made him foam at
the mouth. "She does want to believe "
he thought, "and the will and her use-
fulness will be at an end, and she will
belong to me. Why not anticipate a
little?

lie stood tremblln. Hn h on Pal Pa.
lestia enter her stateroom and lie
down with a sigh of weariness. He lis-
tened for a long time. The sound or
her breathing told him she had not .tgone to sleep. And anvwnv it ...
in his mind to disturb her now. That
would be for later, when the trin ,..
In motion and the lights out.

So at last he walked stealth
to his own car and called for a bigglass of brandy and soda.

Meanwhile Celestla
her hands fold.d cn her breast, andher mind reviewing and reviewing thestatements that Tommy hnd made.

And under tho bed, trembling withhatred and excitement, lay Mrs. Guns-
dorf, waiting for that time when Celoslla's regular breathlnsr ahnnM u i...
that the defenseless object of herhatred was Bound asleep.

bo tense were Mrs Gnn.Hr.rr.
muscles that the handle of tho stab-bing knlfa which .ho hnit ,ir.- - ,
her stocking was wet In her hand

(TO BB CONTINUED.)


